BANDE   MATARAM
( Translation )

Mother, I bow to thee 1

Rich with thy hurrying streams.

Bright with thy orchard gleams,

Cool with thy winds of delight,

Dark fields waving, Mother of might,

Mother jfree.

Glory of moonlight dreams,

Over thy branches and lordly streams,

dad in thy blossoming trees,

Mother, giver of ease,

Laughing low and sweet!

Mother, I kiss thy feet,

Speaker *sweet and low!

Mother, to thee I bow.

Who -bath said thou art weak in thy lands,
"When the swords flash out in twice seventy
million bands
And seventy million voices roar
Thy dreadful name from shore to shore?
With many strengths who art mighty and stored,